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ding of the Spanish  soldier  indubitably could  not  have
lodged in the flies, had there not been this call for firing his
musket -, and thus a whimsical friend of mine proved that
the Kembles were the cause of this conflagration : but his
argument has a longer train than he suspected, and   as
properly includes Mr. Sheridan, the writer, Mr. Kotzebue,
the inventor, and even Pizarro himself, the conqueror of Peru.
However sound the philosophy, on the present occasion it
would  be irreverent to  proceed  farther in this chain of
causes; but Wollaston has made a noble use of this great
position in the fifth section of his work, to which I would,
for the highest of purposes, refer every reader.1

During the latter part of the season 1808-9, while the
Covent Garden company was acting in the Haymarket,
Mrs. Siddons announced some of her characters in the bills
for the last time; but she yielded to the interests of the
new theatre, and accepted an engagement at fifty pounds a
week, terms both complimentary and just. There was
no wantonness here of seeing how far liberality would
stretch; the precarious tenure by which such excellence
was held, after the steady exertions of thirty-six years, might
have justified something even beyond this remuneration.

In accompanying Mrs.   Siddons   through her splendid
career I have not often turned aside to consider other pro-
fessors of her art, nor revived my own uneasiness at the
progressive losses of the stage.    But> during the temporary
sojourn of the Covent Garden company in the Haymarket,
a retirement took place which, in the words of our memor-
able ^sage, once more really c eclipsed the gaiety of nations,
and impoverished the public stock of harmless pleasure/
I allude to the farewell acknowledgments of a gentleman
whom I had the happiness to know,  and long to esteem,
the late unrivalled William Lewis, Esq.    With a handsome
fortune, the produce and the reward  of unexampled dili-
gence, steadiness, and principle, he determined to quit the
scene while he was in full possession  of its comic charm,
and having for the last time indulged his spectators and
himself in unbounded hilarity, finished by the excitement
of their tears and his own.

1 See Relig. of Nature, page 114 of the edition 1759, 8vo.